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A fetid smell pervaded the place. At night a bucket was
placed in the room, although there was a toilet in the cor-
ridor, two steps from the door.
A night lamp cast its dim light on the tormented bodies
that yearned for sleep. The lashed convicts moaned in child-
ish voices. Sometimes the noncom on duty sent for a smith
to unchain a dead patient.
Troitsky's wife sent tea, sometimes even wine, and the
French newspaper Le Nord to Feodor Mikhailovich. This
was discovered by one of Troitsky's colleagues who re-
ported this indulgence to St. Petersburg. A court councilor
was sent from Tobolsk to Omsk to investigate, but he was
unable to obtain any formal proof, and the case was for-
gotten. To the councilor's question, "Have you written any-
thing while in prison or during your stay at the hospital?"
Dostoevsky answered, "I have not written anything, but I
am gathering material which I will use later."
* Where is this material?" asked the councilor.
"In my head," answered Dostoevsky.
Actually his papers were concealed under the pillow of the
medical assistant on duty.
One day a gang of convicts were busy demolishing an. old
ship at the river bank. Rozhnovsky, one of the gang, dropped
his ax in the water. The guard ordered him to go after it.
Grumbling, Rozhnovsky undressed, tied his chains and
plunged into the water. Dostoevsky and one of his com-
panions held him with a rope. But the major, drunk as usual,
appeared on the scene and shouted, "Let no one stop work-
ing! Drop the rope, he must manage by himself!"
Neither Dostoevsky nor his comrade obeyed. Kryvtsov